THE MAGNATES

He held his face close to Noel's, his mouth wide open, grimacing and
threatening to bite, as if he hoped to frighten the giant.

"Yes, of course! Clearly, you must get that seen to," Noel said
calmly, "All you've got to do is to tell your dentist to send me the
bill when he's treated you. I'll settle the account direct with him."

Lulu's hands began to tremble. He thought: " I shall ask the dentist
to send in a larger bill and give me the difference."
He gazed straight in front of him unseeingly.

Vaguely he heard Noel, who had risen to his feet, say: "All right,
go away, I've got other people to see. It really wasn't as urgent as all
that, was it?"

Lulu leapt from his chair, seized Noel by the lapels of his coat and
began shaking the giant as if he were a tree, shouting in the meantime:
"Swine! You shot your son with a revolver! Swine! I shall tell every-
one, I shall denounce you and you'll be convicted of murder. What's
more, you had my child poisoned! I shall inform the police! I shall
inform the police!"

At the same time he kicked Noel's shins.

Lulu was not aware of Noel's fist hitting him at the corner of the
mouth; but so as not to fall over backwards, he clutched a chair and fell
to his knees. He felt no pain, merely a cold wave passing through his
head, extinguishing the temporary heat of rage. He started laughing
inanely.

"Now, get out, get out at once!" Noel said hoarsely.

Lulu rose to his feet.

"I'm sorry, Noel, I'm really very sorry," he muttered.

He left, his shoulders stooping, his hand to his bruised lip, his legs
shaking under him.

When Noel, automatically rubbing his shin, described the scene to
Lartois two days later, the doctor said: "Take care! Maublanc seems
to me to show all the symptoms of senile dementia. You should have
him medically examined."

"No, no," cried Noel. "He's no more mad than you or I. He's a
bad lot, that's all! He's no different from what he's always been."

For the next six weeks he had no news of Lulu and made no attempt
to obtain any.
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Had the mirrors become tarnished in two years? Had the gilding on
the Italian frames faded? Were the1 chips in the fine porcelain recent,
or was it that Simon's eye was becoming, week by week, more critical
as his affection for Marie-Helene fiterlin waned?

He spaced out his visits to Boulogne.

This gilded, sparkling, fragile house, in which he had spent so many
pleasant evenings, now bored him. The poet's presence behind every
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